Gestapo wasn't able to identify me. I shall be shot under an
assumed name/'

The man turned instinctively toward Gerbier and the other
imitated him. Gerbier was resolved to keep silent. He felt that
he was not inwardly attuned to his companions. He had nothing
to confide to them. And they had no curiosity about his con-
fidence.

If they gave him a questioning look it was out of simple polite-
ness. Yet Gerbier, too, spoke.

"I shouldn't want to start running, bye-and-bye," he said,

No one understood. Gerbier remembered that these condemned
men were all isolated members of the resistance or strangers to
the town.

"Here," said Gerbier, "they shoot prisoners with a machine-
gun and on the run. I think they do it by way of training.... Unless
it's an amusement. They let you go, you start running, you cover
twenty, thirty metres. Then, fire. . . . It's a good exercise in firing
at a moving target. I don't want to give them that pleasure."

Gerbier pulled out his package of cigarettes and distributed in
halves the three that remained.

"No one will want to run," said the student.

"It doesn't do any good," said the peasant.

"And it's really losing face," said the landed proprietor.

The piece of helmet, of flesh and of scrutiny filled the opening
in the door. The German soldier cried some words to Gerbier,
"He asks us to hurry with our smoking," Gerbier translated.
"They're coming for us in a moment. He doesn't want to get into
any trouble."

"You take whatever trouble you can get," said the communist,
shrugging his shoulders.

The student had become very pale. The landed proprietor
crossed himself. The rabbi began to mutter Hebraic verses.

"This time it's the real thing," said the eighteen-year-old
Breton.

Gerbier gave a half-smile. The peasant slowly reached for the
cigarette behind his ear. . . .
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